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equipment I had to buy then, I have left only my pocket compass.
For good luck I carried this across Antarctica on my flight of 1935.
When in the autumn of 1936 I went to London to receive the medal
of the Royal Geographical Society, in my address to the members I
mentioned this fact.
During that winter in London I attended the great memorial
service for Captain Scott in St. Paul's Cathedral. Scott's epitaph,
three words carved on his tomb, seems to me about all any man
could desire to have said about him when dead—"A gallant gentle-
man."
Also while taking the course in London I would go to the
Zoological Gardens in Regent's Park to see the emperor penguin
that Shackleton brought back from the Antarctic in 1909. I used
to watch the strange dignified bird for hours—and this, too, was a
memory I took with me when my turn came to penetrate into that
inhospitable land.
Ill   AFTER SHEEP FOR SCIENCE
F
ROM this time on I was never to abandon, even temporarily,
my determination to become an Arctic explorer. Until at last
my ambition was fulfilled, there was scarcely a day in which
I did not think of the North.
My dream then was for an Ellsworth Arctic Expedition, but that
required financial backing. I had a modest private fortune, but it
was tied up in trust, and my income was far too small to finance
the feeblest of attempts to advance into the frozen unknown. All
through this period Dr. Osborn, of the American Museum, re-
mained an influential friend who believed in me. He appealed to
many, including my father, for funds to back me, even approaching
the National Geographic Society in my behalf. But I had no reputa-
tion as an explorer to win the confidence of others, and Father was
adamant.
Until 1914 the aeroplane was a flimsy, experimental contraption so

